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DRAM AT IS PERSON. 


Sir Felix Friendly, 


Compton, - 
Eugene, 5 
Chicane, 4 
Thomas, = 
John, 0 
Cudden, . 
Stump, We 
Lingo, — 
NB. Cheſhire, 
Cowſlip, - 
Fringe, - 
Laura, - 


— - Mr. Wi1Lso0N. 


5 Mr. BANNISTER. 


— Mr. Woop. 
8 Mr. WEBꝝEB. 
4 - Mr. STEVENS. 
- — Mr. EGan. 
— Mr. KENNV. 
- - Mr. PAIN TER. 
= Mr. Epwix. 


. > Mrs. WEBB. 

- - Mrs. Ws. 
- - Mrs. Povssin. 
- * Miſs HAxrxk. 


Servants, Peaſants, Cc. &c, 


— 


SONGS, Ke. Ke 


os Bp 5 


AGREEABLE SURPRISE. 
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OveR1uURe, compoſed by Dr. ARxoLD. 


e J. 


AIR and ' CHORUS 
By Dr. ArNoLD. 
Peaſants in rural Merriment, after Harveſt. 
Sir FELIX ani COMPTON, 


C H On U. 


H E RE we ſing, dance and play, 
Nor perceive the blythe day * 
Is departing, when gliding ſo ſmoothly away. 
COMPTON. 
Let poets ſtill carrol the beauties of ſpring, 
And love lorn ſhepherds of ſummer may ſing ; 
Tis autumn beſtows full fruition of joy, 
Rich treaſure, 
Sweet pleaſure, 
That never can cloy. 


Chorus, Here we ſing; dance and play, &c. 


S1R 


| 
| 
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Sin FELIX. 


The yellow leaf falling, preſents the wiſe page 
That bids us lay up for our winter of age; 
While labour ſubſiding ſtill ſweetens repoſe, 

And our wealth, 
Roſy health, 

From induſtry flows. 

_ Chorus, Here we ſing, &c. 


AIR II—Dr. AxxoiD. 
| COMPTON. 


Thus, thus, my boys, our anchors weigh'd; 
See Britain's glorious flag diſplay'd! 
Unfurl the ſwelling ſail! 
Seund, ſound your ſhells, ye Tritons found! 
Let every heart with joy rebound ! 
We ſcud before the gale. 
See Neptune quits his wat'ry car, 
Depos'd by Jove's decree, 
Who hails a free-born Britiſh tar 
The ſov'reign of the ſea, 
u. 


Now, now we leave the land behind, 
Our loving wives, and ſweethearts kind, 
Perhaps to meet no more ! 


Great 


"WY 


Great George commands; it muſt be ſo; 
And glory calls; then let us go! 
Nor ſigh a wiſh for ſhore. 
For Neptune, &c. 


III. 


A ſail a-head, our decks we clear; 
Our canvas croud; the chace we near: 
In vain the Frenchmen flies. 
A broadſide pour'd thro' clouds of ſmoke, 
Our Captain roars—My hearts of oak, 
Now draw, and board your prize! | 
For Neptune, &c. _ 
a 1 1 
The ſcuppers run with Gallic gore; 
The white rag ſtruck, Monſieur no more 
Diſputes the Britiſh ſway. 
A prize! we tow her into port, 
And hark! falutes from every fort, 
Huzza, my ſouls, huzza ! 
For Neptune, &c. 


— — ͤ— 
AIR III.— Dr. Arzxoip. 
COMPTON. 
The virgin lily of the night 
Aurora finds in tears; 
But ſoon in coif of native white 


Her fragrant head ſhe rears. 
3 No 


—— — a M 


($4 


No longer droops, diſtreſs'd, ſorlorn, 
But freſh and blythe as May, 
She riſes to perfume the morn, 
And ſmiles upon the day. 


II. 


The limpid ſtreams of noble ſource 
That miles in darkneſs flow, 

Emerging in their devious courſe - 
Tranſlucent beauties ſhew. 

O'er golden fands they gently glide, 
Unruffled with the gale, - 

NRellecting heaven with ſplendid pride, 

As rolling through the vale. 


Nn. 
An lriſb Tune. 


Sir FELI1X. 


In Jacky Bull, when bound for France, 
The gofling you diſcover, 

But taught to ride, to fence and dance, 
A finiſh'd gooſe Comes over. 

With his tierce and carte, fa, ſa! 

And his cotillion fo ſmart, ha! ha! 

He charins each female heart, oh la! 
As Jackey retutns from Dover, 


II For 


(9) 
IL. 

For cocks and dogs, ſee ſquire at home, 
| The prince of country tonies ! 
Return'd from Paris, Spa, or Rome, 

Our ſquire's a nice Adonis. 
With his tierce and carte, ſa, ſa! 
And his cotillion ſo ſmart, ha, hal 

He charms the female heart, 

The pink of maccaronies. 


AIR V. Dr. Arxxouy: 
L AUR A 


The tuneful lark, as ſoaring high 
U pos its downy wings, 
With wonder views the vaulted ſky, 
And mounting ſweetly ſings. 1 
Ambition ſwells its little breaſt, f | 
Suſpended high in air; | '# 
But gently dropping to the neſ, 1 
Finds real pleaſure there. : 


8 „ 
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110 Tune. 30 nc; 
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Such beauties in view, 1 ö 
Can never praiſe too e 
Not Pallab's blue eye 5 

Ils brighter than dune. 

Not fount of Szſannab, 

Nor gold of fair Dana, 

Nor moon of Diana, 
So elearly ean ſnine!l! 

Not beard-of Silenus, 

Nor treſſes of Venus, 

I ſwear hy Qu Gn; -. _ -. 
With yours can compare; 

Not Hermes! Caduces, 

Nor flower de luces, 

Nor all the Nine Nuſes, 78 
To me 1s ſo oa? or SOV 


Ne 
0 


0 o u. 


(4.1 


What poſtes, 
And roſes, 


To noſes 
| | 3 Diſcloſes * 
1 _.-_ © * Your breath all fo ſweet! 


To 


As — trip. 
The bees dip, 
Honey | = wag 
Like choice flip, 
And their hydla forge, 


* 


S 2908 1 4 
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; When girls like you paſs us, 


I ſaddle" Pegaſus, . : 
And ride up Parnaſſus, 

To Helicon's ſtream, | - 
Even that is a puddle, 


Where others may muddle: 
My noſe let me fuddle 


In bowls of your cream; 
Old Jove, the great Hector, 
May. tipple his Nectar, 
Of Gods, the director, 
And thunder above: 
I'd quaff off a full cann 
As Bacchus or Vulcan, 
Or Jove the old bull can, 
To her that I love, 


=- wm 4 4 +4 
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Chorus —What poſtes,” &c. 


4 B 2 


AIR 


ow 
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By the brook beneath the ſnade 
Of the lofty poplar laid, | 


( 12 ) 


AIR VII. pr. Azxoiy, 
D UE T. 
EUGENE 4 L AUR A. 


Happy, harmleſs, rural pair, 
Void of jealouſy or care; 


Emblems of the bleſs d above 
Sharing pure ſeraphic love 


1 II. 


Chearful ſtrains awake the grove, 
Dulcet notes of peace and love 


III. 


Say ye proud, ye rich, and great, 
Circled round with noiſe and ſtate; 
Real pleaſures can ye prove? 
No, tis found in rural love. 


24 QUIN- 


(33 ) 
QUINTETTO. 
Dr. AzxnoLD. 


Sir Felix, Courrox, EucGtne, Laura, and 
Lingo. 


Sr FELIX, 


Oh how ſweetly pleafure's taſted, 
Uſher'd in by grief or pain! 

Ever joy, ſome joy is waſted ; 
Give me ſunſhine after rain. 


COMPTON. 


A trial ſo ſevere diſcovers 
True affection's real charms : 
Hapleſs, happy, faithful lovers! 
Soon you'll bleſs each others arms. 


Sr FELIX. 


Oh exquiſite pleaſure ! 
Oh joy beyond meaſure ! 
What fay you, my Laura? what ſay you, my 
friend ? 
Then hey for a wedding ! 
And hey for a bedding ! 
And hey for a baby at nine months end. 


DUET. 
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 Evorxs and Lama, 
E 0 8 K * . 


. Celefligl Patience, meek-ey'd maid, 
* Imapart thy lenient power! © 20 
L AUR A, 
With calm content tis thou muſt aid, 
And chear the adverſe hour. 
Sic FELIX, ; 
We'll de merry by Jing: 
Tve got ſome old relicks : | 
Of Bacchus—why Lingo ! 
1 1 * 8 o. | 
Here, Domane Feiix'! 1 
Sir FELIX. 14 
You know my choice old ſack: 
Go fetch a dozen bottles! 
Brave Bacchus we'll attack. 
L ING ©. 
q || And Siùo all our throttles,! : 1 
37 | 14 Sir FELIX. 3 


| V, ithout a luſty) jorum. 
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} | Hey popetorum jig 1” "2 D0A 


EN D or ACT FIRST. 
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1 Hey jiggo pepalorum © 10! yori be 
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AIR IX. ——Dr. Anx orn. 


Sin FELIX. 


Sox love great bowls to quaff, 


Some like a dog and gun; 
I love a hearty laugh, 
_ Give me a hit of fun! 


* 4 


. 
_ 1lik'd a maiden's charms, 
And after her did run: 
] took her in my arms, 
Says 1 ve'll:have ſome fun. 


* 0 ' 


£5 III. 


— * 


With laugh and joke and play, 

At length her heart I won; 

To church we went ſo gay, 
And then we had ſome fun! 


AIR 
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[ AIR X.—Dr. Auxeld. 


Mrs. CHESHIRE. 


In choice of a huſband us widows are nice, 
I'd not have a man wou'd grow old in a trice; 
Not a bear, or a monkey, a clown, or a fop, 
But one that could buſtle and ſtir in my ſhop. 


11. 


A log I'll avoid, when I'm chuſing my lad, 
And a ſtork, that might gobble up all thatT had; 
Such ſuitors I've had, Sir—but off they might 


I want one that can buſtle and ſtir in my ſhop. 


III. 


The lad in my eye is the man to my mind, 

So handſome, ſo young, ſo polite and ſo kind! 
With ſuch a good ſoul to the altar I'd pop, 
He's the man that can buſtle and ſtir in my ſhop. 


Eee — —ẽ— . —— 
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— — — > — 
OS 


AIR 


„ 
©" EM: Es 
The Mouſe and the Frog. 
LING 0. 
Amo amas, 
I love a laſs, 
As a cedar tall and ſlender; 
Sweet cowſlips grace 
Is her nom'tive caſe, 
And ſhe's of the feminine gender. 


CHORUS 


Rorum corum, 
Sunt divorum, 
Harum ſcarum 
Divo! 
1 rag, merry derry, perriwig and duden 
Hic, hoc, horum genetivo! 


II. 


Can I decline 
A nymph divine? 
Her voice as a flute is dulcis ; 
Her oculis bright, 
Her manus white, 
And ſoft, when I tao, her pulſe is. 


CHORUS. 


Rorum, corum, Sc. 


C Oh 


By 


Oh how bells 
My puella! 

PH kiſs /ecula ſeculorum: 
If I've luck, fir, 
She's my uxor, © 

O dies benediftorum t 


CHORUS. 


Rorum corum, 
Sunt di vorum, 


Harum ſcarum, 
Divo ! 


Tag rag, merry derry, perriwig and bathand, 
Hic, hoc, horum genetivo! 


11 1 85 3 ug > 


C9 P:. 
A [ R XIL—Corn Rigs , are e bonny. 


COWSLIP. 
Lord, what care I for mam or dad? 
Why let 'em ſcold and bellow! 
For while I live, I'll love my lad, 
He's ſuch a charming fellow. 
e in bon goa 1 4 
The laſt fair day on Gander - green 
The youth he danc'd ſo well-o, 
So ſpruce a lad was never ſeen, 
As my ſweet charming fellow. 
III. 
The fair was over, night was come, 
The lad was ſomewhat mellow; 
Says he, my dear, I'll fee you home | 
I thank'd the charming fellow. 
n 
We trudg'd along, the moon ſhone bright, 
Says he, if you'll not tell-o, 
I'll kiſs you here by this good light 
Lord, what a charming fellow! 
You rogue, ſays I, you've ſtopp'd my breath, 
Ie bells ring out my knell-0! 
Again I'd die ſo ſweet a death 
With ſuch a charming fellow ! 


G2: A 


( 20) 
AIR XIIL.—1riſh Tune. 


n d . 
Of all the pretty flowers, 
A Covilip's my delight: 
With that I'd paſs my hours, 
Both morning, noon and night. 
| To be ſure I would, &c. 


— 


This cowſlip ſmell'd ſo ſweetly, 
And look'd fo freſh and gay; 
Says I, you're dreſs'd ſo neatly, 
We'll have a little play. . 
; To be ſure we will, &c. 


One evening in the dairy, 
'Twas lying on the ſhelf, 
I kiſs'd the pretty fairy, 
And then lay down myſelf. 
Iuo0 be ſure I did, &c. 


This flower one morning early 
Upon a bed did reſt; 
I lov'd to pull it dearly, 
And ſtick it in my breaſt. 
To be ſure I could, &c. 


AIR 


AIR XIV.— Dr. ArxwnoLD. 
Lan 


Ah! why take back the vows you gave, 
Or wiſh to part with mine; 

My heart is ſtill your willing ſlave, 
Tho! your's I muſt reſign. 

A bird thoſe vows did firſt engage, 
Tho anxious to remain, 

Enamour'd of its golden cage, 
You'd now let looſe again. _ 

You lull'd me in a dream of love, 
A gay illuſive ſhew; 

And when the ſubſtance I wou'd prove, 
You wake me into woe, 


AIR 


(22 )) 


AIR XV.—Dr. ArxoLn, 


* 7 Io y 
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E UG ENE. 


My Laura, wilt thou truſt the ſeas, 

For poor Eugene quit home and eaſe, 
And certain peril prove? 

_ Then;Conflagey [!; 111 l, 1A 


Our pilot be, iv IC 
As all our freight is lover: 


Tho' Boreas wears an angry form, 
And threat' ning clouds * a Arup 7 iT 


No chearing ſtar es v Women 
| N 
Let Conſtaney AIVon bol 


Our pilot be, 30s 01-54 ul volt 
As all our freight! is love." N WE YES A 


eV 4 


Our bark ſhall 1 ſtem the tide, 
Till ſkies clear up and ſtorms ſubſide, 
And peace returns her dove, 
If Conftancy 
Our pilot be, 
As all our freight is love. 


= . A fewer — oa oe r 4 
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FINALE. 


8 
FINAL E.— Dr. ARNorp. 


' Six FELIX, ComeTon, Euo kx, LI co, 
Laura, Mrs. CHESHIRE, 
Sin FELIX. _ 
A kiſs, my girl! your hand my boy! 
There now each anxious trouble ends. 
Yet be it ſtill my greateſt joy, 
With bleſſings to ſurpriſe my friends. 
"CR ER, 
Each jovial heart be pleas'd this night; 
What bleſſing in good humour lies! 
And proſpects yield more ſweet delight, 
; By an Agreeable Surpriſe. _ 
| 1A n 4 
In pureſt robes of radiant light, 
Diana, Ceres, Hymen, come [ 
E UO EN E. | | 
You've bleſs'd the day, fo crown the night, 
Our birth-day, wedding, harveſt home! 


e HO R U Ss. 
Each jovial heart be pleas'd, &c. &c. 
Mas. CHESHIRE. 
Great RusTirvsTY now no more, 
Nor Ruſſian Princeſs here incog, | 
But widow Cheſhire as before, 
And for a huſband ſtill a-gog! 
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Each jovial, &c. &c. 
G O Mr o N 


Uncertain yet our poet's fate, 
Tis your award muſt fix his doom! 


Applaud ! with joy he'll celebrate 


Our birth-day, wedding, harveſt home! 
LING 0. | 
For omne bene he applies, 
He's DEAD-ALIVE in Critic's paw; 
Forgive th' AGREEABLE SURPRISE, 
And ſpare him for his SON-IN-LAWT ] 


FH oe 8 
Each jovial heart be pleas'd this night, 
What bleſſing i in good humour lies! 
And proſpects yield more ſweet delight, 
By an Agreeable Surpriſe. 
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